SCANDINAVIAN   AMERICANS
of the United States, has produced perhaps the world's
finest choir of young, non-professional mixed voices.1
Their angelic singing and their equally angelic, pre-
dominant flaxen-haired, golden-haired, tow-headed,
natural platinum blondness made me think of the pun
in Latin by that old Italian Holy Father of the Church.
" Non Angli sed angeli!" he said—and it's more or
less true of the St Olaf Choir.
Old Doc Christiansen, however, F. Melius, Mus.D.,
for all his mop of shining hair, like clouds around the
Great White Throne, is no angel. His granite face was
unshaven; he was just back in a bad temper from a
fishing trip; I don't think he'd had his lunch yet; he
glared at me, said all he knew about the gramophone
records was that they had made them in a big build-
ing somewhere near Camden, New Jersey, and that for
his part he didn't think they were so hot anyway,
except the one of Martin Luther's "Battle Hymn."
Then he grinned at me and said, " I love to catch fish,
but I hate to clean 'em/'
1 Scandinavian Americans figure prominently in other fields of
music and in all the arts. In opera are Lauritz Melchior, Kirsten
Flagstad, Sigrid Onegin, Kersten Thorborg, Gertrude Wettergren,
Jussi Bjoerling, Marie Sundelius, Julia Claussen, Eide Norena,
Gota Ljungberg, Karin Branzell, Danish Reinald Werrenrath.
Among composers and conductors Werner Janssen and Howard
Hanson, who wrote Merry Mount. In sculpture Gutzon Borglum
is a Dane, and Carl Milles is a Swede. In painting Jonas Lie, born
in Norway, is President of the National Academy of Design;
Carl Oscar Borg, born in Sweden, living in California, painting
Westerns, and Birger Sandzen, Swedish, living in Kansas, doing
landscapes, rank high in contemporary art! In literature, in addi-
tion to Veblen, of course, and names I have mentioned in the text,
there is now Sally Salminen, who was a Scandinavian housemaid
in New England, and has written a novel, Katrina, which the
whole world is reading.
61

